ACT  II                 PRIVATE    LIVES
AMANDA : Shall we always want to bicker and
fight?
ELYOT : No, that desire will fade, along with our
passion.
AMANDA :  Oh dear, shall we like that ?
ELYOT : It all depends on how well we've played.
AMANDA : What happens if one of us dies ? Does
the one that's left still laugh ?
ELYOT : Yes, yes, with all his might.
AMANDA (wistfully clutching his hand) : That's serious
enough, isn't it ?
ELYOT : No, no, it isn't. Death's very laughable,
such a cunning little mystery. All done with mirrors.
AMANDA : Darling, I believe you're talking nonsense.
ELYOT : So is everyone else in the long run. Let's be
superficial and pity the poor Philosophers. Let's blow
trumpets and squeakers, and enjoy the party as much as
we can, like very small, quite idiotic school-children,
Le**c> &arour the delight of the moment. Come and
kiss me datling, before your body rots, and worms pop
in and out of your eye sockets.
AMANDA : Elyot, worms don't pop.
ELYOT (kissing her) : I don't mind what you do see ?
You can paint yourself bright green all over, and dance
naked ira the Place Vendome, and rush off madly with
all the tfaen in the world, and I shan't say a word, as long
as you love me best.
AMANDA : Thank you, dear. The same applies to
yo>:, except that if I catch you so much as looking at
mother woman, I'll kill you.
ELYOT : Do you remember that awful scene we had
in Venice ?
AMANDA :  Which particular one ?